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tween shades and shades. It was the first of her apologies
for me.
I became aware of claws closing in. India was a land
with an alien civilization, the voice of old America
thundered.
"Dark faces!"
"Poverty!"    '
"Squalor!"
"Disease!"
"They lived in grass huts, those Indians. White
people could never live amidst them."
In India women walked ten paces behind the men,
they told me. Wives were only chattels, and caste marks
were tattooed on their foreheads.
Naked men roamed the streets, and it was only on
spikes they sat.
All that was India to them. Nothing one could say
could change it.
There were tears in her eyes that night. I watched
them flow. The little boy watched his mother cry. As
I tucked him in bed he put his arms around me. "I
want to live with you," he said innocently. It was the
one nice thing I heard.
The storm grew. Life became for us a living hell. We
saw each other but between us there came a shadow of
despair. We did not smile any more.
At first her love did not waver. It grew strong. In a
beautiful woman it was a glorious sight. I saw the fight
in her. Her eyes would sparkle. The lids would quiver.
She asked of India and I told her the tale. I painted
it grim and dark and black lest it should ever redound
on me. I told her what there was and what was yet to
be had. With me she stood and from my side she would